A song for Hietasalo 


A figure 

Of eight to infinity. 

Round the tall pines 
My head mirrors body 
And dances with you. 

A communion 
Within soft solitude. 

Helps arrange thoughts 
Like changing weather 
From storm to sunshine. 

A vision 
Of inevitability. 

The stroke of water 
Soothes pain of 
Communication breakdown. 

A moment 
Of kissed realisation. 

Each branch of tree 
Links up and forms 
A conversation new. 
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